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Free Gift




Free Gift for you! 

Thank you for choosing to read The Time Sharer- Genesis: The Prequel for The Time Sharer Series. 

As a reward for choosing to read this book, I want to offer a FREE copy of the Prequel to my Series: Echoes of the Crescent City.

Voodoo Queen – Origins is the prequel to this four-book series. 

Follow this link to receive a FREE copy of Voodoo Queen – Origins.

One woman’s forgotten past holds the key to a city’s magical future. She thought her life was ordinary until time itself came calling.

1935, New Orleans. Marguerite Beauregard never imagined the quiet rhythms of her life on Bayou Road would shatter with the arrival of a mysterious woman claiming to be her great-great-granddaughter. She brings a warning: an ancient power is awakening in Marguerite’s blood, and a secret occult society known as Les Ombres will stop at nothing to destroy it.

Descended from the legendary Voodoo Queen Marie Laveau, Marguerite is the last living link to the mystical crossroads that guard the soul of New Orleans. But claiming her birthright means confronting buried truths about her family, her destiny, and the cost of rewriting a future already written in time.

As timelines unravel and the city’s shadows close in, Marguerite must choose: protect what she loves or vanish into legend before her legacy begins.

Voodoo Queen – Origins is the spellbinding prequel to The Voodoo Queen and the first installment in the Echoes of the Crescent City series, a time-travel romance steeped in Southern Gothic mystique, magical inheritance, and occult suspense.

Start the journey where it all began—and discover the hidden magic history tried to erase. Read Voodoo Queen – Origins today. 








  
  
Introduction




Some destinies are written in the past. Before he became immortal, he had to survive the curse. 

The Time Sharer – Genesis is the gripping prequel to the Time Sharer series, by Amazon bestselling author Elizabeth Whitmore, introducing Lucien Rousseau, a French aristocrat turned immortal time-walker. 

In 1707, on the edge of death in a Louisiana swamp, Lucien is rescued by a Houma medicine man and marked with an ancient magic that binds him to the past … and to the broken souls destined to find him.

For over three centuries, Lucien guides others through pivotal moments in time, rewriting fate, offering redemption, and bearing the cost of every soul he saves. But as his own heart fractures under the weight of centuries, Lucien must confront the greatest mystery of all: what is the price of second chances?

Set against the haunting beauty of colonial and modern-day New Orleans, this spellbinding historical fantasy blends time travel romance, supernatural mystery, and romantic suspense into a powerful origin story that sets the stage for the epic series to come.

Begin the journey where it all started, grab your copy of The Time Sharer – Genesis today.








  
  
To my family,
 Thank you for your unwavering support, encouragement, and belief in this story from the very beginning. Your love is the heartbeat of everything I write.


And to the readers,
 You asked for Lucien’s origin story. This book exists because of you. Thank you for stepping into time with me, again and again.


—Elizabeth 
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Walk With Me


The measure of time is not in years,
 But in the lives we hold most dear.
 Each soul we guide, each path we choose,
 Becomes a scar we never lose.


The past is never left behind,
 It folds, it bends, it redefines.
 A gift, a curse, a thread of light,
 To heal, to teach, to lift from night.


So walk with me toward future days,
 Where memory carves the past that stays.
 Know that in time, all truths are shown,
 But never walked alone.


     —Elizabeth Whitmore 










  
  

Prologue


2025 New Orleans





Lucien stood before the tall window of his office, the cut crystal glass cradled in his palm, watching as it caught and scattered the fractured moonlight into dancing prisms across the polished hardwood floor. 

Below, three stories down and beyond the wrought-iron balconies of the French Quarter, the Mississippi stretched like molten silver, its surface rippling with secrets older than most mortals could fathom.

The brandy warmed his chest as he swallowed, the heat spreading through his body in a familiar embrace, one of the few sensations that remained consistent and reliable across the turning of centuries.

Over three hundred and thirty years. The number meant little to him anymore and had become just another statistic in a life that defied all conventional mathematics of existence. Time flowed like a river for most people: forward, relentless, and singular in its direction. Birth to death in one unbroken current, a straight line from cradle to grave with no detours, no reversals, no second chances.

For him, it had long since abandoned such predictable geometry. Time had become something else entirely; layered, folded, and doubled back upon itself like a Damascus steel blade forged by a master bladesmith who understood that strength came from the marriage of opposites. 

He could slip between decades and centuries as easily as stepping from one room into another, crossing thresholds that existed nowhere except in the architecture of his own existence. The Treaty of Paris bled into second-line parades. Gaslight merged seamlessly with neon. All of it existed simultaneously in the strange topology of his life, an infinite origami of moments that never truly ended, that remained perpetually accessible to him. 

He took another sip, savoring the slow burn as the amber liquid traced fire down his throat. The moon hung fat and indifferent over the river, the same moon that had watched him die in 1707. He could still remember that night with perfect clarity, how the cypress canopy above him had swayed in a fever wind, how the Houma medicine man had knelt beside him in the humid night, speaking words he hadn't understood, marking his shoulder with ink and ash while fever dreams painted the world above him.

You will walk until you choose to gift another.

That had been the bargain, though he hadn't known enough to refuse it, hadn't possessed the wisdom or foresight to understand what those words truly meant. He was dying after all, his veins burning with venom, his body shutting down one system at a time, and he would have agreed to anything, promised anything, sacrificed anything not to die alone in that godforsaken swamp so far from home.

His reflection ghosted against the glass, a pale apparition superimposed over the glittering cityscape beyond. Dark hair silvering at the temples now, just enough to suggest gravitas without age. Smoke-grey eyes flecked with gold like struck flint, carrying the memory of every year he'd witnessed. Thirty-five years old, perpetually. The face that greeted him each morning in the mirror hadn't changed since before the Louisiana Purchase, hadn't aged a single day in over three centuries, yet somehow carried the accumulated memory of every decade since, etched not in lines but internal wisdom.

He turned away from the window, his back to the moon and the everlasting river. The wall behind his desk stretched from floor to ceiling, every inch filled with leather-bound journals that represented his life's true work. Burgundy spines paired with dark brown covers, each one hand-stitched with waxed thread. 

Each one was filled with his cramped, evolving script that had changed and adapted over the centuries. The earlier volumes showed the elaborate flourishes of courtly French penmanship, all loops and swirls and aristocratic pretension. Later ones adopted the clean efficiency of American pragmatism, getting to the point without unnecessary decoration. All of them chronicled the same impossible task: the souls he'd guided, the lives he'd touched, the transformations he'd witnessed.

His fingers traced the spines with something approaching reverence, each one a doorway into his long history. The journals weren't for judgment; they carried no moral pronouncements, no philosophical conclusions. They were only for the record, for documentation. They were for the one who would follow, whoever that person might be, whenever they finally appeared.

Long ago, he had realized the story was too immense and unbelievable for the modern man to accept on faith. Magic had retreated from the world, become something relegated to children's stories and superstitious whispers. They would need to research and investigate, to trace the pattern through years of accumulated evidence, so they could choose with more information than he had possessed when Nanúsah had saved him. So, they could understand what they were truly accepting.

He didn't blame Nanúsah for the lack of explanation; the medicine man was a product of his era, a man of his time. He came from a world when magic was expected, accepted, woven into the very fabric of daily existence, not rejected and mocked as it is in these skeptical modern times. 

The next Time Sharer would need time to read, to absorb, to process the impossible truth documented in these pages, and hopefully, eventually, to believe. The collection represented thousands of souls who'd been immersed in his timeline when they needed it most, when their lives had reached a crisis point that only the past could resolve.

Tonight, for reasons he couldn't quite name, he felt nostalgic, a dangerous indulgence for someone with his relationship to time. He pulled out the first volume with careful hands and set it on his desk with the reverence it deserved. He walked slowly to the crystal decanter that sat on the sideboard and poured another two fingers of brandy, watching the liquid catch the lamplight. Returning to his desk, he sank into his leather chair, the old wood creaking with familiar comfort, and settled the journal in his lap. It was over one hundred years old now, the pages brittle with age, the leather cover worn soft as skin from decades of handling. Turning carefully to the first page, where he had documented the beginning of everything, he began to read how it all started, how a dying Frenchman in a Louisiana swamp had become something else entirely.

He took a slow sip of the brandy and wondered if he would find the Time Sharer anytime soon. Instinctively, in that part of him that had learned to listen to the pulse of the magic itself, he knew it was not for him to choose. The gift would select its own successor, in its own time, according to laws he could never fully understand. Then Lucien sighed, the sound lost in the quiet room with its weight of history and memory, and whispered to no one but time itself, "Time will tell."








  
  

Chapter 1


1695 - Baye du Saint-Esprit





Istepped off the longboat into knee-deep water, boots filling immediately with the warm brine of the bay. The shore stretched before me, a tangle of unfamiliar vegetation and oppressive humidity that clung to my skin like a second shirt. Nothing in Avignon had prepared me for this, not the manicured gardens of my father's estate, not the ordered vineyards stretching across Provence, not even the cramped voyage across the endless Atlantic. 

At least the Azores had been civilized, with Portuguese architecture, wine, and conversation that didn't revolve around survival. Saint-Domingue had shown me heat and sugar plantations, the machinery of empire grinding human lives into profit. But this? This was wilderness in its purest form, a world that didn't care about bloodlines or titles or the cultivated manners I'd spent twenty years perfecting.

"Rousseau!" Captain Bienville's voice cut through the thick air. "Stop admiring the scenery and help unload the supplies."

I waded toward the beach, ignoring the curious stares of the Mobilians watching our arrival from a distance. They'd seen French expeditions before, probably wondered if we'd last longer than the previous ones. The crown wanted furs, wanted land, wanted control over this vast territory they'd claimed without ever truly understanding its scope.

I'd volunteered as a scout because I could read terrain, move quietly, and adapt. Skills my father had dismissed as beneath a nobleman's station. He'd wanted me in the military or the priesthood, two paths that would've slowly suffocated the restless thing that burned in my chest.

Fortune, I told myself during the voyage. Adventure. Freedom from expectation. The truth. I didn't know what I was searching for, only that it wasn't in France, nor in the life already mapped out for me like a route on one of Bienville's charts.

I hoisted a crate onto my shoulder, sweat already streaming down my back despite the early hour. I chose this, and I would be dammed if I was going to let this captain, or this land, break me. 


      [image: ]I learned to read betrayal in a man's eyes during my first month on the frontier. Pierre LaRoche had smiled at me over morning coffee, praised my translation work with the Choctaw, then stole half my provisions before disappearing downriver. By the time I discovered the theft, he'd traded my furs to a Spanish merchant and vanished into the delta. Captain Moreau shrugged when I reported it.

"Welcome to the territories, Rousseau. The crown doesn't care how we conduct business, only that we send profits home."

The exhibition wasn't an exploration; it was licensed theft dressed in royal decrees. Furs extracted through threats. Treaties were signed with tribes that didn't understand French legal language. Men who'd committed crimes back home, given fresh starts in exchange for their willingness to do the empire's dirty work in places where witnesses were scarce.

I watched Jacques Fontaine break a trader's jaw over a perceived slight about his mother. Saw Bernard Caron sell spoiled grain to a Tunica village, pocketing the difference. These were my colleagues, men who'd gut you for profit or pride without losing sleep.

But I had advantages they lacked. My father had insisted that I become educated. I studied Latin, mathematics, and philosophy. It seemed pointless in Avignon. Here, it meant I could document trades, navigate by stars, and most importantly, learn languages with a facility that baffled the other Frenchmen. Mobilian trade tongue came first, then Choctaw, Houma, and Chitimacha, allowing me to conduct basic negotiations.

Within three years, I'd become indispensable, not as muscle or cannon fodder, but as the expedition's voice. I translated treaties, smoothed over cultural misunderstandings, and prevented conflicts that would've ended in bloodshed. My value shifted from expendable laborer to a protected asset.

Surprisingly, I discovered I was good at being a woodsman; in fact, I was better than good. The wilderness spoke in languages the other Frenchmen never bothered learning. Wind patterns told me when storms approached. Animal behavior revealed drought or abundance. The natives taught me to read the land like scripture, every broken branch and disturbed soil a sentence in an ongoing narrative.

I spent weeks at a time in Indian villages, learning their seasonal rhythms, their spiritual practices, and their understanding of time as circular rather than linear. Once, a respected elder sat with me for hours, explaining how the land remembered, and how his ancestors walked alongside the living if you knew how to listen.

My clothing changed gradually. The wool coat and breeches I'd brought from France rotted in the humidity, replaced by deerskin leggings and hunting shirts the native women taught me to treat with bear grease. Leather protected against thorns, insects, and the brutal sun in ways French fabrics never could.

I kept my boots, though. Always my boots. Too many men had lost toes, feet, and entire legs to snake venom. I'd watched Thomas Belanger die screaming after a cottonmouth caught him barefoot near a creek, watched the flesh blacken and rot while he begged for mercy that never came. I'd seen limbs amputated with hunting knives and cauterized with fire, men who survived the bite but not the cure.

The natives went barefoot, moved silently as shadows through the underbrush, but they'd grown up here and learned from childhood which logs to avoid, and which paths snakes favored. I was still French enough to value the barrier between my skin and the serpent that waited in the leaves.








  
  

Chapter 2


1707 - The Houma Territory





Twelve years in the territories had made me wealthy by frontier standards. My cut from trading expeditions filled three strongboxes buried beneath an Indian elder's home, payment for teaching his grandson French. Enough to buy land, start a business, or live comfortably in Quebec or even Paris if I chose. 

The thought filled me with dread rather than satisfaction. I'd separated from the expedition that morning, claiming I needed to scout the southern marshlands for new trading routes. Bienville nodded, barely glancing up from his maps. My word was trusted now. Another man might've taken pride in that. I felt hollow.

The cypress swamp stretched before me, ancient and indifferent. Spanish moss hung like tattered prayers from branches that had witnessed centuries. Water the color of weak tea reflected a sky turning pewter with approaching rain. I moved through it slowly, letting the solitude settle into my bones.

What future awaited me? Return to France, to a family that had written me off as dead or disgraced? My father would be nearly seventy now if he were still alive. My youngest brother would have married into some minor nobleman’s family, joined the military or the clergy, living the life I'd fled.

I could move to a city and establish myself as a merchant. Use my connections with both French colonists and native tribes to build an export business. The opportunity existed. The contacts I'd cultivated over twelve years were worth more than the silver in my strongboxes.

It would mean joining a different den of thieves. Those who wore finer coats and drank better wine, but thieves just the same. I'd spent years watching men exploit everyone within reach. The thought of becoming one of them, of sitting in comfortable offices while orchestrating the same cruelties, turned my stomach.
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